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That land of salt sand vaulted o'er with flame,

That furnace, which for sixty days they pierced,

Wrapt in a hot slow cloud of pricking grains,

On ever crumbling mounds, through endless plains,

And ravening hands scooped fire, not water, for their

thirst.

Streams of Carmania, never have ye seen
Such mirrored rapture of strong limbs unclad,             60

Lips pressing, lover-like, delicious green
Of leaves, or breaking into laughter mad ;
Out-wearied ranks, that, couched in gloom serene,,,
Let idle memory toy
With torment past whose pangs enrich the gust of joy.

II
0 peerless Alexander '  Still
From his kindling words they glow.
Like a straight shaft to a bow
Is their strength unto his will.
He hath done what no man ever dared :                       70
That fierce desert, where great Cyrus lost
All save seven of his unnumbered host,
Where the proud Semiramis despaired,
He hath brought his thousands through.
Vainly, vainly Wind and Fire
Stormed against the way of his desire :
They at last their tamer knew.
O'er mile-broad rivers, like young brooks, he stept,
Walls of unconquered cities overleapt.
And now Earth yields, for storm and strife and heat, 80
Her greenest valley to his feet.[i]        THE BACCHANAL OF ALEXANDER           3
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